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Illic poſtquam ſe lumine vero 

Implevit, ſtellaſque vagas miratur & Aſtra 

Fixa polis, vidit quanta ſub nocte jaceret 

Noſtta Dies, rilitque ſui ludibria trunci. 
Lacan. | 


T' ambitious Winds with greater Spite combine, 
To ſhock the Grandeur of the ſtately Pine, 

The Height of Structures makes the Ruin large, 
And Clouds againſt high Hills their hattejt Bolts 


diſcharge, ortis, 


LONDON: 
Printed in the IEaR, 1726. 


2 


HS 3 5797 Mumm 


any 


BALI oo nl 


| 
4 


Thien 


V\ jt # | BO. 
p | — 0 2 7 TIT ; l 4 0 
/ o l + wo : — 1 2 bo * neren 
\ 8 33 y - « 1 * 5 . £7 22222 4 annum Dee 
* 


CY, IFN dl ws 45 ; F - 
on \ \ WHO . os | . 8 ; ob : oh 
2 . \ = ; a= : 


A. 


* 
Wa 


22 —— RES 4 +. 


GO II — Mo 


THE 


3 
1 
4 
7 a | : 
| 43 
( 7} 


A 


P OE M. 


Illic poſtquam ſe lumine vero 
Implevit, ſtellaſque vagas miratur & Aſtra 
Fi xa polis, vidit quanta ſub nocte jaceret 
Noſtta Dies, riſitque ſui ludibria trunci. 


Lucan. 
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Th ambitions Winds with greater Spite combine, 

To ſhock the Erandeur of the ſtately Pine, 

The Height of Structures makes the Ruin large, 

And Clouds againſt high Hills their hottejt Bolts 
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Sir Michael Newton, 


night of the moſt Honou- 
rable Order of the Bath. 


SIR, 


ER E I writing to a 
Gentleman of leſs Can- 
dour and Penetration, I 
— 2 5 to make 
an Apology for my preſenting you 
with a 4 dark 3 when 
the Bloom of Life, and Glitter of 
ſmiling Fortune, invite you to Proſ- 
A3 pects 
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i1 The Dedication. 
pects of a different Nature, and you 
are entering into the moſt delightful 
and joyous Scene: At ſuch a Time, 
a Paitoral embelliſhed with flowery 
Lawns and rural Beauties might 
ſeem more agreeable than a Poem 
of a Tragic Nature, repreſenting 
the Misfortunes of Princes and Gran- 
dees, and where we meet 1n every 
Page with faded Diadems, and bro- 
en Coronets. 


| BuT having had the Honour of 

( recciving Variety of Favours from 
you, and been admitted by your 1n- 

dulgent Condeſcention to ſpend many 

happy Hours 11 your delighttul Com- 

pany, from which I never returned 

without a very ſenſible Refreſhment 
and Improvement of Mind, I was 

willing to take ſome Opportunity of 

making a public Acknowledgment ; 

and this little Poem is all I have to 

offer, and is probably my laſt At- 

tempt of this Nature, fince it is now 

high Time for me to take my Leave 

of Poetical Amuſements, which yield 

but a ſlender Defence againſt the 

Storms 
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Storms of adverſe Fortune, and ra- 
ther ſwell than alleviate every Grief 


by the Luxuriance of Imagina- 
tion. 


BesIDEs in the moſt pleaſant and 
triumphant Stations it may not be 
improper ſometimes to caſt a Glance 
or two on darker Objects, which, 
by way of Oppoſition will heighten 
thoſe Pleaſures, and improve the 
preſent Joy. Thus skilful Painters 
mingle Shades with their brighteſt 

Performances, which give a delicate 
Luſtre to their niceſt Touches, and 
\ richer Colours; and the Agyptians 
who were famous tor their Wiſdom 
as well as Grandeur and Magnifi- 
cence, had Sepulchres among their 
Gardens. 


I HAvE therefore ſome Reaſon 
to hope you will receive this Eſſay 
with your uſual Goodneſs, and if 
in ſome Places it falls ſhort of that 
Sprightlineſs which you were plea- 
ſed to take Notice of in ſome of 

my juvenile Performances, will kind- 


ly 
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ly impute it to the Unhappineſs of 
my preſent Circumſtances, conſider- 
ing, that now I am fo far from be- 
ing encouraged with the Smiles of 
one of the politeſt Gentlemen in Eu- 
rope, that I am entirely deprived of 
the Converſation of the learned 
World, and languiſh under moſt of 
the Diſadvantages incident to human 
Nature. 


My Deſign then in this Addreſs 
is very different from the uſual Aim 
of Dedications ; it is not to draw {0 
bright a Character as Sir MichAkEL's, 
but to teſtify the deep Senſe I retain 
of your peculiar Obligations, and 
humbly to deſire the Continuance 
of thoſe favourable Sentiments which 
you have been pleaſed to entertain 
concerning me. 


To attempt a Panegyric 1s altoge- 
ther needleſs, ſince One of the Wi- 
feſt and Greateſt Monarchs in the 
Univerſe has ſo far obſerved your 
ſhining Accompliſhments, as to ho- 

HOUr 


| 
| 


The Dedicatiun. »v 


nour you with diſtinguiſhing Marks 
of his Regard. 


AND how much you are both be- 
loved and eſteemed among your 
Fellow-Subje&s ſufficiently appears 
from what we hear in almoſt every 
Day's Converſation, and was very 
conſpicuous in that great Majority 
of Votes by which you were return- 
ed (tho' it was the firit Time you 
ſtood as a Candidate) Member of this 
preſent Parliament. 


THess Diſtinctions indeed are but 
the natural Fruits of that leading 
and particular Favour which Divine 
Providence preſented you with 1n 
giving you 10 refined a Genius, and 


a Temper ſo charming and compal- 


ſionate, which, were your Station 
as exalted as a certain celebrated 
Roman Emperor's, could never fail 
of rendering you like Him, 


— The Delight of Mankind. 


THAT 


{1 


1 
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TrAaT you may long adorn, both 
the private and publick Scenes of 
Life, and flouriſh tor many Years as 


'a Patriot, and a fine Gentleman, is 
the paſſionate Deſire of 


Tour moſt obliged, 
and obedient Servant, 


Tromas FoxTtoON. 


THE 


7 "YEN 


2 D HEN Beauty ſhines with a tri- 
N . umphant Air, 


* And glitt'ring Scenes ſurround 


the lovely Fair, 

7 . A thouſand Vot'ries chearful 
Homage pay, 

Applaud with Tranſport, and with Pride obey: 
Or, when victorious Princes gild the Throne, 


Adoring Crouds Majeſtic Grandeur own. 


Bur when dark Clouds the charming Proſpect 
ſtain 
And Fate 'pronounces Human Glory vain, 
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The gazing Throng from riſing Shades retire, 
Mute is each Voice, and ſilent ev'ry Lyre. 
Thus when the Spring makes chearful Nature 


gay, 
And op'ning Flow'rs an Infant Bloom diſplay, 
Round verdant Arbours wing' d Muſicians fly, 
And rival Birds with warbling Accents vie : 
But when rich Nature's laviſh Painting fades, 
And Lillies droop along the ruſſet Glades, 
The feather'd Choir no more inſpire Delight, 
No more adorn the Day, or beautify the Night. 


My penſive Muſe has long forgot to rove 


Thro' flow'ry Fields, or trace the waving Grove; 
She vie ws no more the gaudy Rooms of State, 
Nor basks in Rays which H/indſor*s Stars create, 
Forſakes the Scenes where Joys with Beauty 
join, ; 
And Rubies triumph o'er the ſparkling Wine. 


She loves to viſit ſacred mournful Ground, 


Where vaulted lles return the hollow Sound, 
Where kneeling Statues conſtant Vigils keep, 
And round the Tombs the Marble Cherubs 
weep: 4 
Where thedim Windows ſhed Religious Light 


And ſolemn Paintings ſtrike upon the Sight. 
Hence in my Verſe no brilliant Pictures riſe, 
No verdant Landſcapes, nor ſerener Skies; 
But awful Truths in ſable Beauties dreſt, 


And penſive Thoughts which wound the human 
Breaſt: 


For 
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For ſince fair Eden's loſt, it is decreed 

T hat ev'ry Soul may mourn, and ev'ry Vein 
may bleed. | 

But leſt the Preface ſhould appear too long, 

And vain Preludiums ſhade the promis'd Song, 

Directly now the Subject Pl purſue, 

Tho? dark, yet Soft; and tho' diſaſtrous, New. 


CALM was the Night, and pleaſant every 
Cloud, 
And Heaven's fair Queen in ſofter Beauty glow'd, 
W hile trembling Silver floated on the Main, 
And dancing Stars adorn'd the glaſſy Plain, 
When young Berirthus baniſh'd from the Scenes 
Of rural Joys, aud freſh returning Greens ; 
Rov'd round the Hill near that Mayeſtick 
Tower, 
Where lies the Emblem of Imperial Power, 
And Nobles oft have bled in a reſiſtleſs 
Hour. 
There, whilſt he walk d , deep Anguiſhrack'd his 
Mind, 
And ev'ry Star, tho' bright, he call'd unkind. 
Alas! (ſays he) how high my Sorrows riſe, 
Swell in my Breaſt, and trickle from my Eyes; 
Whilſt full in View departed Joys return 
Like fleeting Ghoſts, and vaniſh as I mourn: 
A wretched Exile from thoſe Native Fields, 
Where blooming Nature matchleſs Pleaſure 
yields, 
B Whete 
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Where golden Sun-Beams mix with fainterShades, 

And tuneful Birds fly croſs the ſpangled Glades; 

Forc'd from the Charms of this delicious Homes 

From Place to Place, from Town to Town [| 
roam : 

Yet can no ſov'reign Remedy be found, 

To eaſe my Heart, or cloſe my bleeding Wound. 

My dear Companions now my Preſence ſhun, 

And coldly look upon their Friend undone : 

Tedions and ſad my Minutes roll along, 

And conſtant Woes one wretched Scene pro— 

long. 

A drouſy Grief each Faculty invades, 

And wraps the Soul in ever ſpreading Shades. 

No fit Employment ſooths my anxious Mind, 

Nor ſocial Life with various Pleaſures joyn'd: 

Now forc'd like Adam from his nuptial Bow'r, 

I mourn each Step, and languiſh ev'ry Hour. 

No pleafing Books my Study now adorn, | 

To bleſs the Night, and crown the riſing Morn: 

Milton's majeſtick Lyre now lies unſtrung 

No more [ trace the Glories of his Song, 

And Cowley's Harp is on the Willows hung. 

Our Great Divines no more my Soul inſpire, 

With ſacred Raptures, and celeſtial Fire ; 

Thoſe ſweer Companions are for ever fled, 

And thro' the Land in ſtragling Parcels ſpread ; 

Why were thoſe Volumes all adorn'd ſo gay, 


And pureſt Gold profuſely thrown away ? 
| No 
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No more to bright Aſſemblées I repair, 
Abandon'd by the Rich, aud lighted by the Fair. 


Nay, the learn'd World, which brings me 
greater Pain, | 

Have chang'd Careſſes to a colder Strain, 

Which wounds the ge*nrous Breaſt no mA 
than fierce Diſdain, 

What then remains to eaſe my raging Smart, 

But one ſoft Touch of Death's delicious Part? 

Would Heav'n permit, how gladly could J feel, 

The tingling Sharpneſs of the pointed Steel ; 

Rej oyce to ſee the ſanguine Torrent flow, 

Since Shame and Grief have giv'n a deeper Blow. 

Thus rov'd the Youth, and wand'ring did com- 
plain, 

His Sighs were fruitleſs, and his Tears i 

vain, 

And whiſtling Winds return'd the melancho.\ 
ly Strain. 

Till quite fatigu'd with Agonies of Grief, 

He left the Hill, and ſought from Sleep Relief, 

Then aQive Fancy form'd the Scene anew, * 

And brought the Tower directly to his View; 

The ſame high Turrets glitter'd as before, 

And freſh He ſeem'd his Sorrows to deplore. 

When ſoon an Object fill'd him with Surprize, 

As to the Tower he rais'd his wond'ring Eyes, 
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There at an open Window he ſurvey'd 

A portly Man in Purple Cloaths array'd. * 

Uncommon Beauty had adorn'd his Face, 

But Grief had ſtain'd and ſully'd every Grace, 

Then thus aloud — Ceaſe, ceaſe, fond Youth, 
he cry'd, 

And flem thy raging Grief's impetuous Tide. 

Mult Heaven's eternal Laws be chang'd for 
1 hee, 

And bend to Paſſion, Duſt, and Miſery ? 

O'er all Mankind pale Grief extends his“ 
Reign, 

Victors and vanquiſh'd all muſt wear his 
Chain, 

Droop under piercing Woes, or toſs in raging 
Pain. 

Then why, weak Man, doſt Thou regret thy 


Fate? | 5 
Was thy Birth noble, or thy Fortune great? 


ä — 


Richard II. Grandebild to King Edward III. 

being the Son aud Heir of the Black Prince, and 
aged eleven Tears, was after the Death of his 
Grand-father crowned King of England, July the 
16th, Anno 1377, and was ſent to the Tower 
in the twenty-third Year of his Reign, and from 
x. hence to Pontfract Caſtle ia Yorkſhire, where 
l Ile was aſſaſſinated by Sir Pierce Exton, aud 
eight other armed Men. 


How 
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How oft have Royal Robes receiv'd a Stain, 

And the Crown Jewels glitter'd all in vain ? 

The bright Tiara once adorn'd my Head, 

And round my Temples regal Luſtre ſhed, 

But angry Fate my dazling State o'erturn'd, 

And in this very Room the lonely Monarch 
mourn'd. | 

My perjur'd Kinſman proudly ſeiz'd the Throne, 

W hilſt fickle Crouds the ſtern Uſurper own. 

Farther, to render all my Woes compleat, 

| laid my Scepter at that Exile's Feet. 

My blooming Bride to France was driven away, 

And Love and Empire loſt in one diſaſtrous 
Day. 

From hence to diftant Caſtles they convey'd, 

Of princely Pomp the melancholy Shade. 

There ott when Slumber clos'd my wearied Eyes, 

Fallacious Scenes with antient State would 
riſe ; 

Again rich Jewels in the Crown would glow. 

And ſhining Crouds at aw ful Diſtance bow: 

But when 1 wak'd, and call'd my Guards 
around, 

Echo alone return'd the hollow Sound, 

Or Ghoſts that nightly skim'd along the NE 

Ground, 

Thus dark and fad roll'd ev'ry tedious Hour, 

When ſtripp'd of Empire, and depriv'd of Pow'r, 

Nor only ſo, but trampled on by Scorn, 

The Vulgar us'd me like a Wietch fortorn. 
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But Guilt and Fear rack'd HExRY's cruel Breaſt, 

Nor would the Furies ſuffer him to reſt, 

Til! Death had clos'd this finiſh'd Scene of 
Woe, 

And the loſt Prince receiv'd his fatal Blow. 

Juſt as the Dinner crown'd my lonely Board, 

And fainting Nature long'd to be reſtor'd, 

Nine furious Ruffians ruſh'd into the Room, 

Dark as the Skies o'ercaſt with angry Gloom, 

Death menac'd in their Looks, and fir'd my 
Blood, 

And active Vigour ran thro? ail the purple Flood; 

I view'd the Murd'rers with a fierce Diſdain, 

Whilſt ſharp Reſentment beat in ev'ry Vein, 

Traytors! your Doom was fix'd, nor did ye 
come in vain. 

For like a Prince, I made a noble Stand, 

And ſnatch'd a Halberd from a Rebel's Hand ; 

Reſiſtleſs Slaughter hung upon the Blade, 

And four Aſſaſſins at my Feet I haid: 

In vain did they their ſudden Fate deplore, 
They bled, they fell, and falling roſe no more, 
The conſcious Walls return'd their dying Sound, 
And mangled Limbs lay quiv'ring on theGround, 
Then barbarous Exton flily wrought my Fall, 
And kill'd a Man ſuperior to them all: 

Had but the Traytor met my vengeful Eye, 
In vain the Pole-Ax had been lifted high ; 
The Coward's Heart had ſheath'd my ſharper 
Steel, 
Aud burſt with Pangs a Villain ovght to feel. 
Thus 
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Thus ſpoke the Prince — and ſtately then with. 
drew, | 

Nor could the Youth the Royal Shade purſue. 

But whilſt He mourn'd that Monatch's diſmal 
Fate, 

Reverſed Empire, and dejeQed State, 

He ſaw another Window op'ning wide, 

And there a * Perſon dreſt in Black delcty'd, 

A pious Air appear'd thro” all his Face, 

And deck'd each Feature with an awful Grace & 

But Sorrow there had left a diſmal Trace. 

How ſoon (He cry'd) does Human Glory fade, 

Like ſpringing Flowers that paint the verdant 
Glade; 

Not only ſades, but turns to Gloom and Woe 

By Heav'n's Decree, and Fate's reſiſtleſs Blow, 

When firſt I enter'd on this Earthly Ball, 

A thouſand Joys ſtood waiting tor my Call ; 


* Henry VI. So of King Henry V. an Infant 

of nine Months old, was crowned King, and the 

* Dake of Glouceſter made Protector of his Perſon 
and Realm; and the Dake of Bedford eſtabliſhed 
Regent of France. Bat in the thirteenth Year 
of the Reign of King Edward IV. was found 
dead in his Chamber in the Tower, being (as 
was reported) cruelly murdered, ſtabbed with 


a Dagger by the Dake of Glouceſter, King Ed- 
ward's Brother, 


Deck'd 
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Deck'd with the Luſtre of my Father's Name, 

Who conquer'd France, and gain'd immortal 
Fame, 

His noble Sword receiv'd a Scarlet Stain, 

And vet'ran Armies bled in one Campaign. 

Scarce had nine Moons roll'd ſoftly o'er my 

Head, 
And ſpringing Bloom an Infant Beauty ſhed, 
But England join'd with France, proclaim'd me 
King, 

And ſounding Fame ſtretch'd ev'ry dazlingWing. 

Majeſtick Lyons round my Standards ſhin'd, 

And mingling Lillies glitter'd in the Wind. 

My Coronation follow'd; and a Boy 

Receiv'd the Enſigns of Imperial Joy: 

The Royal Ring with blended Jewels gay 

Did round my Temples dazling Gleams diſplay : 

The poliſh'd Saphire ſhed a Heavenly Blue, 

While trembling Green from ſpotleſs Em”. 
ralds flew, 

And lovely Rubies ſhone triumphant to the 
View. 

But ſoon my ſmiling Skies were overcaſt, 

And Storms aroſe with Death in every Blaſt. 

Firſt France revolted from our mild Command, 

And Exgliſhh Blood entich'd the Gallic Land. 

Then dire Rebellion rais'd her monſtrous Head, 

And thro' the Land fermenting Poiſon ſpread : 


Fir 
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Firſt a vile Ruſtick * did the Laws oppoſe, 


And the mad Croud in giddy Tumults roſe : 
The haughty Wretch elate to London came, 


Preſu mptuous, ſcatter'd wild Sedition's Flame 

Nor fear'd the Terror of the Royal Name. 

But Vengeance ſoon the daring Miſcreant found, 

Aud his dire Faction ſunk beneath the mighty 
Wound. 

Yet then, Heav'n knows, no keen Reſentment 
ſtain'd 

The joyful Triumph which our Arms had gain'd; 

Five hundred Pris'ners fhar'd our Princely 

Grace, 

Reviving Mercy ſhew'd an Angel's Face, 

And ſet the Wretches. free from Torture ang 
Diſgrace. 

Some few Examples Juſtice did demand, 

To teach Obedience to a fickle Land. 

Then faQtious Lokk with vain Ambition fir'd, 

To lawleſs Pow'r and diſtant Crowns aſpir'd: 

What Streams of Blood thro” all the Land were 
ſhed ! 

And his bite Roſe was dy'd with fatal Red! 

Brothers with Brothers were at mortal Strife, 

Nor did the Son regard his Father's Lite. 

Whilſt Death in Triumph ſtalk'd through all the 
Land, 

And Nature mourn'd his unrelenting Hand. 


th. 
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Witneſs St. Alban, where five thouſand bled, 

And mighty Warriors mingled with the Dead. 

There, SOMERSET receiv'd his fatal Wound, 

And CLirFORD's Blood diſtain'd the hoitile 

Ground. 

Upon my Neck a roving Arrow flew, 

Juſt pierc'd the Skin, and rais'd a ſanguine Dew; 

A nobler Arm had tent it to my Heart, 

And ſet me free from ev'ry future Smart, 

To a low Cottage then the Monarch fled, 

And a thatch'd Roof receiv'd a Royal Head: 

No Palace now with Cedar nobly ceil'd, 

Nor Beds of Silk could downy Slumbers yield, 

Then faithleſs Yorx pretended to be mild, 

And with falſe Arts his eaſy Prince beguil'd : 

No ſolemn Oaths his reſtleſs Soul could bind, 

And all his Vows were ſcatter'd in the Wind. 

So Fygers couch the better to ſurvey, 

The Soil around, and ſeize their deſtin'd Prey. 

His native Pride with double Rage return'd, 

And vengeful Plots in his dark Bo ſom burn'd: 

Again new Armies try'd the doubtful Field, 

And Treach'ry made our fainting Squadrons 

yield ; 

Had GREx ſtood firm, the Conqueſt had been ſure, 

And bleeding England found a ſpeedy Cure. 
Hard Fate, that thus rebellious Armies roſe, 

Their gentle Sov'reign vilely to depoſe; 

Since fierceſt Traytors own'd my Temper meek, 

- My guiltleſs Blood how could their Malice 

ſeek ? 


But 
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But when mad Fury poiſons all the Blood, 
And rolls in Tides along the reeking Flood, 
Tumultuous Crouds ruſh on without Controul, 
And ſavage Paſſion ſhakes the ſpotted Soul. 
Courſers untam'd, thus ſcour along the Plain, 
And ſnuff the ſwifter Wind with fierce Dil- 
dain, 
Nor can the Charioteer their flying Race re- 
ſtrain. 
Whilſt thus Succeſs on haughty Yorx did wait, 
He enter'd London in triumphant State. 
A naked Sword before Him fiercely gleam'd, 
And from his Eyes a ſparkling Sternneſs ſtream'd. 
Could ſuch a Prince give anxious Nations Reſt ? 
Or chace Vexation from the throbbing Breaſt ? 
Rather He ſpread deſttudive Miſchief round, 
Swell'd every Grief, and tortur'd every Wound. 
But Vengeance ſhaded all his Schemes with 
Death. | 
And fleeting Grandeur vaniſh'd with his Breath, 
- Juſt at the op'ning of bleſt Chritmas Day, 
When Joy prevails, and ev'ry Houſe looks gay; 
When grateful Tranſports warm each Zealous 
Breaſt, 
With bright Ideas of eternal Reſt. 
Wakefield then paid what fam'd St. Albans ow'd: 
And ſinking Lokk atton'd for STAFFORD'S 
Blood. 
But what avails a tranſient Gleam of Joy, 


One ſudden Turn did all my Hopes 8 
e 
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The Son accompliſh'd what the Father ſought, 
Ev'ry dark Scheme to full Perfe&ionQ 


brought, 
And Victory crown'd the Youth beyond 15 
utmoſt Thought. 
He gain'd the Glories of Imperial Power, 
Wr:i!!t weeping HENRY languiſh'd in the Tower. 
When ſeven long Years were ſpent in pungent 
Grief, 
Fallacious Pleaſure gave a ſhort Relief: 
Again my Crown with Triumph was reitor'd, 
And willing Nations own'd their injur'd Lord. 
But cruel Fate ſoon made the Bleſſing vain, 
Short was the Bliſs, andtranfient was my Reign. 
WARWIick (like MERLIN) rais'd a Fairy Scene, 
The Palace glitter'd, and the Groves look'd 
green. 
Yet ſoon we ſaw their richeſt Beauties fade, 
Sink deep in Night, and mingle with the Shade ; 
To this Apartment I again return'd, 
And here a Pris'ner all my Life l mourn'd. 
My only Son, juſt in his op'ning Bloom, 
With barb'rous Rage was hurry'd to his Tomb: 
The proud Uſurper gave the leading Blow, 
Then mingling Swords made Purple Torrents 
flow. 
With various Wounds they made his Boſom | 
gay, 
And low on Earth young bleeding EDwaRD lay. 
So the fair Lilly leans his drooping Head, 
When newly torn from his delicious Bed. 


GLOS'TER 
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GLos' TER and HASTINGS then in Blood com- 
bin'd, 
And WaRwIcCER's Rage with DoRsET's Ponyard 
join'd. 
But righteous Vengeance fel]! on ev'ry Head, 
And in their Turns the guilty Nobles bled. 
Thus num'rous Sorrows did my Glory ſtain, 
And piercing Grief rack'd ev'ry trembling Vein. 
No flagrant Crimes produc'd this mighty Woe, 
Nor did my Mis'ry from my Vices flow, 
From Virtue's Paths I never looſely ſtray'd, 
But, tho? a Prince, Religion's Laws obey'd: 
Preſerv'd Devotion with aſſiduous Care, 
And ſtood ſecure from ev'ry ſenſual Snare. 
The proudeſt Beauties dreſt in all their Charms, 
Could never tempt me to their wanton Arms. 
No ſavage Fierceneſs ever ſtain'd my Mind, 
To Rebels meek, and e'en to Traytors kind. 
Vet was my Life to Grief a wretched Prey, 
And rending Storms drove ev'ry Sweet away : 
Till GLos'TER's Sword puſh'd on my fatal 
Hour, 
And Royal Blood diſtain'd the mournful Tower, 
Then to St. Paul's my Body was convey'd, 
And my pale Face to open View dilplay'd. 
When trickling Blood ran freſh from ev'ry 
Wound, | 
For Vengeance call'd and ſtain'd the ſacred 
Ground. 
No gaudy Trophies at my Fun'ral blaz'd, 
No Torches ſhoue, nor crouding Legious gaz'd: 
C No 
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No ſolemn Service, nor harmonious Choir, 

Nor ſwelling Organs did the Soul inſpire, 0 

To ſcorn terreſtrial Joys, and raiſe her Wiſhes 
higher. 

But diſmal Silence thro? the Abbey reign'd, 

And awful Gloom unrivall'd State maintain'd. 


HE ceas'd—And CLARENCE*® to the Window 


came, 
Once a bright Warrior of extended Fame; 


Oft had He triumpb'd in the doubtful F icld, 

And mark'd with Crimſon his victorious Shield ; 

But by his Brother's treach'rous Arts betray'd, 

His lofty Plumes deep in the Duſt were laid, 

Soil'd with Deſpair and Death's malignant“ 
Shade. 

The ſprightly Product of the gen'rous Vine, 
Which warms the Heart, and makes the Fancy 
ſhine, 
Deſtroy'd the Duke with a ſurrounding Flood- 
Stitten'd each Nerve, and froze his vital Blood. 

He told Berinthus his diſaſtrous Death, 

And how indignant He reſign'd his Breath; 
The Murd*rers Guilt in lively Colours drew, 
Then ſought the Shade, and filently with-drew. 


— — ©. 2» — 


* Brother to King Richard III. 


WHEN 


| 


—— — 
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WukEN * two bright Youths at Diſtance did 
appear, 
Like April Flourets in the infant Year: 
When balmy Violets ſip the filver Dew, 
And pleaſant Show'rs ſtill keep their Verdure 
new. 
The Eldeſt ſhone in Cloaths of gloſſy Red, 
Around his Breaſt a Star rich Luſtre ſhed, 
And ductile Gold in gay Meanders ſpread. 
Of ſofter blue the Younger wore a Veſt, 
With filver Sprigs and fine Embroid'ry dreſt, 
Then thus the foremoſt to Berinthus cry'd, 
Curb thy Deſites, and mortify thy Pride; 
Obſcure thy Birth, and thy Deſcent was mean 
See here the Off-ſpring of a beauteous Queen, 
Who pals'd thro? Woes unknown, and trod 
the darkeſt Scene. 
Our faithleſs Uncle treach'rous Arts prepar'd, 
And prov'd our Bane who ſhould have been our 
Guard, | 
When ſet on Murder, and intent on Blood, 
He loudly clamour'd for the publick Good. 
He like a ſpeckled Serpent roll'd along, 
And darted Miſchiefs from his forked Tongue: 
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Hing Edward V. and his Brother, The Former 
reigned but two Months and ten Days. 
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Tho' ſoft his Speech, and. flatt'ring were his 
Words, 

They ſtung like Aſps, and pierc'd like pointed 
Swords. 

In vain two Nations own'd me as their King, 

And joyful Shouts made Heav'n's high Arches 
ring, 

Since, all my Palace was this fatal Tow, 

And piercing Grief ſtain'd ev'ry youthful Hour. 

No proper Marks of Honour here were 

ſhown, 

The Sweets of Pow'r and Luſtre of a Throne, 

To Me, a Monarch, were alike unknown, 

Bat the proud Tyrant could not reſt ſecure, 

Till this young Prince was likewiſe in his 
Pow'r ; | 

With ſhow'ry Eyes the Queen reſign'd her Son, 

And her Delight for ever then was gone. 

Relentleſs TYRREL to our Chamber came, 

Tuft as the Sun diftus'd a roſie Flame, 

He cut us off from the reviving Light, 

And ſeal'd our Eyes in Shades of laſting Night. 


Tnus perjur'd RICHARD gain'd the tempt- 
ing Crown, | 
Whilſt in his Breaſt the laſhing Furies frown, 
They ſpread a Terror thro” his anxious Breaſt, 
And ghaſtly Spectres broke his balmy Reſt ; 
Where Guilt comes on, there Terror lags be- 
-- hind: 
And dreadful Tempeſts gather in the Wind. 
Tus 
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Tubus having ſaid, the Princes went their 

Way, 

And the Lord * HasrIxGs did his Fate diſplay, 

Who loſt his Life by GLos'TER's cruel Rage, 

That Bane of Peace, and Monſter of the Age, 

The Tears diſtilPd as He rehears'd his Woe, 

Th' inſulting Tyrant, and the ſudden Blow. 

Strong Guſts of Paſſion ſeem'd to fhake his 
Breaſt, 

And moving Strains his inward Grief confeſt. 

I roſe (ſaid He) upon my fatal Day 

With active Strength and manly Vigour gay; 

My vital Flood roll'd with unuſual Haſte, 

Conſcious that Morning was to prove my 
laſt; 


* The Lord Haſtings was ever faithful to 
King Edward IV. aud his Family, Him the 
Protector attempted by great Gifts and Promiſes 
to win to his Party, but finding 1t was in vain, 
He Himſelf arreſted Him, and accujed Him of 
High Treaſon, and fortowith without any other 
Proceedings and Judgment, cauſed him to be carri- 
ed ont into the Green (they being then in the Tow- 
er) and his Head to be cut off. 


83 But 
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But heedleſs I, of future Joys preſum'd, 
And ſunk in Death when all my Wiches 
bloom'd. 
Had I obſerv'd the courteous STANLEY's Dream 
My happy Flight had been a joyful Theme 
For all my Friends; GLoS'TER alone had 
mourn'd, | 
And I in Pomp with RicuMoxD had return'd. 
But when we fall by Heaven's unchang'd De- 
cree, | 
We take no Warnings, nor no Snares we ſee. 
But ruſh intrepid on reſiſtleſs Fate, 
Bleed as we think, and then repent too late. 
Tho' Zeal for Orphans ſeem'd to work my 
Fall, 
Yet * EpwaRD's Death for ſure Revenge did 
call : | 
That ſcarlet Crime hung heavy o'er my Head, 


And my laſt Hours with Terror overſpread. 


* Sou zo King Henry VI. 


HE 
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HE ceas'd, and ſoon a * Lady did appear 
With Eyes ſerene, and with an Aſpe& clear, 
In ſofteſt Accents ſhe declar'd her Doom, 
How jealous Rage did blaſt her carly Bloom. 
And chang'd her Palace to a filent Tomb. 

No ſoft Entreaties HExRY's Heart could move, 

Stern to the Fair, and cruel to his Love. 

Yet Virtue gilds the darkeſt Fields of Night, 

Qhines thro* Diſtreſs, and paints Atfliction 
bright. 


A venerable f Man next took his Turn, 
From whom the wiſeſt might Inſtruction learn. 


— 


nnn... 


* Queen Anne Boleyn, in the twenty-ceighth 


Year of King Henry VIII's. Reign was appre- 
hended and ſent to the | uwer, where ſhortly af- 
ter She was arraigned before the Dake of Norfolk 
(ſitting as High Steward) and twenty-ſix Peers, 
and auſwered ſo fully to all Objediuns, that the 
Peers had acquitted Her bat for the Duke of 
Suffolk, who wholly applied Himſelf to gratify 
the King's Humour, and She was condemned to 
Death, either to be burnt in the Green, or to be 
beheaded, at the King's Pleaſure, 

+ Sir Thomas More was ſent to the Tower 
in the twenty-ſixth Year of the Reign of King 
Henry VIII. 


— — CS 2 


— 


—— Aa 
4 — — 


— 


The 


* - 2 r 
hs 

W = 

— A _ 


— 
— S - 
— — 


22 The FO E. A. 


The Chancellor a noble Figure made, 

In all his proper Ornaments array'd: 

As when He ſate in Council at the Board, 
Or injur'd Suppliants to their Rights reſtor'd, 


Tnus he began— What Mortal can be ſure 
His Joys ſhall laſt, or Grandeur ſtand ſecure ? 
Progreflive Learning did my Youth adorn, 
And not one Cloud to ſhade the ſmiling Morn 
Still as my Years increas'd Succeſs came on, 
And proſp'rous Hours in beauteous Circles 

ſhone. 
My Royal Maſter made each Minute fair, 
And brought me forward with indulgent Care. 
Did not diſdain to treat me like a Friend, 
Or vacant Hours with Me familiar ſpend. 
Oft in the grateful Silence of the Night, 
When twinkling Stars diſplay'd a beauteous 
Light, 
T heir rolling Orbs together we ſurvey'd, 
And joint Remarks upon their Nature made. 
Yet Storms unſeen with ſudden Fury roſe, 
Fomented Jars, and baniſh'd foft Repole. 
Nought but my Death my Sov'raigu then 
could pleaſe, 
(Rough and tempeſtuous like the Northern 
Seas) 
Nor pious FiSHER's Death his flaming Wrath 
appe..ſe. 
No friendly Planet then its Influence ſhed, 
To keep the Steel from my devoted Head : 
Yet 
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Yet with due Courage I my Lite reſign'd, 
And abjce& Fear deliver'd to the Wind. 


HE added not—and then an * Earl appear'd, 
For riſing Grandeur once by 31 rever'd. 
Tho' low his Birth, tho' his Deſcent but mean, 
He well became the moſt exalted Scene; 
His matchleſs Virtues brighten'd ev'ry Place 
He ſhone in all with a ſuperior Grace, 
To garter'd Dykes, and Lords of nobleſt 
Race. | 
Then thus the Earl BERINTHUsS did addreſs; 
Thy ſwelling Grief's impetuous Jide ſuppreſ 
Thro' all the Earth promiſcuous Sorrows fall, 
And rack the Tenants of this earthly Ball: 
From Him whofe Feet on Golden Carpets 
tread, 
To lab'ring Peaſants in the lonely Mead. 
Once conſtant Pleaſures did my Hours em- 
loy, 
In ay Delights and freſh redundant Joy. 


* i 


—_— 
—— 


* Thomas Cromwell, Earl of Eſſex, in the 
thirty ſecond Year of the: Reign of King Henry 
VIII. was une æpectedly apprehended fitting at 
the Council-Table, and committed to the Tower, 
was accuſed in Parliament of Treaſon and Here- 
ſy, and without being brought to his N 
was condemned and beheaded. 


In 


1 
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In Church Affairs the King's Vicegerent 
made, 

The Infant Reformation claim'd my Aid, 

Had all my Heart, and thriv'd beneath my 

Shade. 
Till haughty Nokrolk with the Monks com- 
bin'd, 

And wrought my Fall, with crafty SURREY 
join'd. 

Impartial Juſtice ſtrict Repriſals made, 

And SURREY's Head as low as mine was laid: 

Nor could his Wit or poliſh'd Genius ſave 

The buſy Stateſ-man from an early Grave. 

Heav'n knows the conſtant Tenour of my Life, 

Was fill'd with Love, not ſtain'd with Wrath 
and Strife. 

By various Ways I Gratitude expreſt, 

And chac'd DejeQion from the anxious Breaſt, 

Stood by my Friends when ſinking in the Shade, 

And num'rous Woes their fainting Hearts diſ- 


may'd. 

Thus when aſpiring Worskr's Hopes were 
loſt, 

And Nobles ſtrove who ſhould diſgrace Him 
moſt, 


In open Parliament my Friend I own'd, 

And call'd for Pity when the Monarch fromn'd: 
Yet, I confeſs, when my own Death drew near, 
My Courage droop'd beneath prevailing Fear : 
In abject Terms, ſubmiſſive, | implor'd 

Pardon (in vain) from my relentleſs Lord. 


What 
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What He deny'd the King of Kings beſtow'd, 


And heavenly Love in boundleſs Currents 
flow'd. 


He ſaid no more——T hen * SOMERSET 
came on, | | 
Who once ſublime in his Meridian ſhone, 
Protector of the King, and Guardian of his 
Throne. 
At once the Prince's and the SubjeR's Joy, 
His Bliſs ran clear without the leaſt Alloy, 
Till ſpotted Envy rais'd her direful Head, 
And with Her Venom ſtruck the Hero dead. 
The Hill was crouded when the Patriot dy'd, 
And grizly Death in all his Pomp dety'd. 
Oft had He view'd Him on the martial Plain, 
Nor fear'd his Terrors in the red Campaign. 
Undaunted therefore He reſign'd his Breath, 
Smil'd on his Pain, and beautify'd his Death. 
But piercing Grief ſeiz'd EDWARD's Royal 
Breaſt, 
And Pangs of Sorrow not to be expreſt. 


— 


Ju the ſixth Year of King Edward VI. the 
Duke of Somerſet was ſent to the Tower, and 
tho the King laboured to ſave his Uacle, vet by 
the Violence of his Enemies, he was brought to 
the Scaffold two Months after his Conde mna- 
tion. | 


Diſſolv'd 


—— <euwdhs > CE ee EI Ceo. — a ——_ * 
— —  —— 


26 The 1 0 E R. 


Diſſolv'd in Tears, the Monarch oft would 
ſay, 

Would no kind Friend for noble SEYMOUR 
pray, 

Or try to ſtem the Tide which bore his Life 
away! 

The Duke at large did to the Vouth relate 

His ſplendid Life and his exalted State, 

How ſuppliant Nobles waited at his Call, 

And Nations wept at his diſaſtrous Fall. 


Tux He withdrew—And a young * Lady 

came, 

Whole matchleſs Virtues far tranſcended Fame 

Uncommon Wit with perfect Beauty join'd ; 

Fair was her Face, but brighter was her Mind: 

She ſeem'd to ſtand in richeſt Garments dreſt, 

And cluſt'ring Rubies glitter'd on her Breaſt, 

Hard was my Fate the blooming Virgin cry'd, 

Condemn'd when Queen, and mourning when 
a Bride,/'- au+ 7 

Vet — 1.006 I never ſought the Crown 

Empire 1 llighted/ and deſpis'd Renown, 

In ſolid Learning plac'd my chief Delight, 

The Pleaſure of the Day, and Solace of the 


Night. 


* Lady Jane Gray. 
But 
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But envious Death ſoon rifled all my Charms, 

A nd rudely ſnatch'd me from my DuprEy's 
Arms. 

T hus ſudden Storms lay blooming Gardens 

walte, 

The lovely Beds of Flow'rs are all defac'd, 

And fragrant Bloſſoms fall before th' impetu- 
ous Blaſt. 

Then brighter Scenes did open to my View, 

For ever glorious and for ever new; 

Celeſtial Flow'rs fmil'd with unfading Red, 

And Heav*nly Crowns immortal Luttre ſhed. 


Turk Lady ccas'd——next at the Window 

ſhone 

A youthful * Warriour, once of great Renown, 

Who joyful fill'd the molt illuſtrious Scene, 

The happy Fav'rite of a Virgin Queen: 

Whoſe potent Arms made vet'ran Squadrons 
yield, \ 

And pain'd rich Trophies from the bloody Field. 

Not only ſo, but triumph'd on the Main, 

And ſunk th' Armada of inſulting Spazn, 

This mighty Princeſs made his Grandeur bright, 

Still near the Throne, and frequent in her Sight, 


Dn... 


Robert D' Everevx, Earl of Eſſex, was ſent 
to the Tower, aud beheaded 1601. 


D | But 
* 


28 The TOWE R. 

But flatt'cing Fortune ſtabb'd him with-a Smile, 

And fond Ambition did His Hopes beguile. 

At once He loſt His Honour and his Head, 
„And Royal Favours vaniſh'd as He bled. 

He told his Charge with a becoming Air, 

How dark his Exit, and his Life how fair ; 

Then ſudden vaniſh'd from Berinthas Sight, 

And ſought the lonely Covert of the Night. 


BenoLD, great RALE16H next appears in 
View, 
Whoſe ſpotleſs Fame will ſhine for ever new. 
The Camp or Cabinet could well adorn, 
And Plans project for Nations yet unborn. 
He heard the Waves in all their Terror roar, 
And view'd the Product of each diſtant Shore, 
Where rougheſt Storms and driving Snow pre- 
vail, 

Or Zephirs breathe in ev'ry balmy Gale. 


— 


* S:r Walter Raleigh ia the Tear 1618. wa 
committed to the Tower, and thence brought to 
the King's Bench-Bar, where the Record of his 
Conviction at Wincheſter was read, and it was 
demanded why Execution ſhould not be done up- 
en Him according to the former Judgment. He an- 
ſwered, that His Judgment was woided by the 
late Commiſſion given Him vy the King. Not. 
"withſtanding He was beheaded next Morning. 


TY, 
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He well deſcrib'd the Wonders He ſurvey'd, 
And all the World with beauteous Art dif- 
play'd ; 
Rais'd antient Heroes from the Shades of Night, 
And plac'd their Virtues in the faireſt Light. 
Conſummate Wiſdom breathes in ev'ry Line, 
Where ſprightly Wit, and ſolid Learning ſhine. 
Aloud the Hero cry'd, with ſome Diſdain, 
My Care was fruitleſs, and my Labour vain, 
BriTaxxia's Glory thro' the Earth to ſpread, 
Or fave my Prince when linking to the dead. 
Charg'd with black Crimes J languiſh'd in this 
Jour, 
And ſtudious Grief fill'd ev'ry circling Hour. 
Yet Priſon Sorrows did my Soul refine, 
Made Virtue thrive, and patient Meekneſs 
ſhine. 
So Jewels ſet in Jet more bright appear, 
And the dark Foil makes all their Beauties 
clear, 
Then one ſharp Sentence ſet me free from Pain 
The bleeding Victim of revengeful Hain. 


Whoſe Grandeur once the Nobles did revere, 
Him Princes view'd, with Wonder and with 
Fear. 


Then full in view there came a ſtately * Peer, 2 


* 


. * Thomas Wentworth Earl of Strafford 
was executed Anno 1640, 
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But factious Storms the ſinking Stateſ-man toſt, 


In wild Ambition's boundleſs Whirlpool loſt. - 


Long did the King prevent the diſmal Blow, 
And ſcreen the Victim from his deſtin'd Woe. 
At laſt, quite tir'd, he gave the Torrent way, 
And fix'd the I ime for STRAFFoORD's fatal 
Day. 
The Earl in Accents of Pathetic Woe, 
Did to the Youth his Tragick Hiſt'ry ſhow. 
Harſh were my Foes, and cruel was their 
Hate, 
To urge my Doom, and bring reſiſtleſs Fate, 
They made new Laws, and ſhock'd the tot- 
t'ring State. 
Thus while He ſpake, ſtrong Paſſion dim'd his 
Face, 
And pale Regret diſcolour'd ev'ry Grace. 
No more his Viſage with a Luſtre ſhone, 
But frowning He look'd back, and mourning 
hurry'd on. | 


Wuxx He went off, to cloſe the Tragic 
Scene, 

A ſprightly * Youth advanc'd in beauteous 
Green. 


* James Dake of Monmouth was beheaded 


in the Tear 1685. 
Rich 


1 


. 
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Rich as the Colours of the ſhining Field, 

When blooming Groves their fragrant Ver- 
dure yield, 

A gloſſy Scarf acroſs his Boſom ſhone, 

And ſhed a Luſtre as the Duke came on. 

In me (He cry'd) the wond'ring World ſur- 
vey'd, 

How Glory flects, and nobleſt Triumphs fade. 

My early Years were joyful, bright, and 
fair, 

Ithriv' beneath my Father's Royal Care, 

And various Honours did his Love declare. 

Then num'rous Titles did my Youth adorn, 

And the rich blue by ſov'reign Princes worn. 

In foreign Realms by Arms I gain'd Re- 
nown, 

And riſing Laurels did our Battles crown. 

But ah! too ſoon in ſtrong Purſuit of Fame, 

To FRrITAIS's Coaſt our luckleſs Veſſel came; 

Tho? flatt'ring Gales their belt Attendance 
paid, 

And round the Shrouds and waving Streamers 
play'd. 

Yet grim Deſpair check'd our advent'rous 
Halte, 

And Death ſtood near our brighteſt Hopes to 
tlait. 
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The tardy Nobles came not to my Aid, 

I gain'd but one, and He the Cauſe betray'd. 

(But ſoon theſe Lords their Bondage did de- 
plore, 

And call'd a Hero from the Belgic Shore. *) 

Yet joyful Crouds proclaim'd their Darling 

King, | 

And with their Shouts they made the Skies 
to ring, 

While beauteous Ladies did their Art diſplay, 

And with Embroid'ry made my Standards 
gay. 

But ſwift Diſaſter all this Pomp o'erturn'd, 

My Foes rejoyc'd, and Friends in Torture 


mourn'd. 

Their Wounds and Pain gave me the greateſt 
Smart, | 

Rack'd every Vein, and ſtabb'd my bleeding 
Heart. 


They made a noble Puſh to gain the Field, 

Fought as they fell, nor dying would they 
Yield. 

Nor | my ſelf did Death nor Danger fear, 

Led on the Front, and glitter'd in the Rear, 

Till quite o'erpow'r'd I took my lonely 
Flight, 

Lay hid all Day, and only rov'd by Night. 


* King WILLIAM. 4 
he 
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The hollow Wind around me did complain, 

And my rich Cloaths were drench'd with dri- 
ving Rain. 

What Courage then could warm the ebbing 
Blood, 

When fainting Nature loudly call'd for Food? 

When the pale Moon her waining Silver ſhed, 

And Spectres skimm'd o'er Manſions of the 
Dead. 

Careful I travers'd ev'ry neighb'ring Field, 

And pluck'd the Fruits that rural Scenes would 

yield. 

But ſoon by watchful Avarice betray'd, 

For this ſtrong Tower J chany'd the ſofter 
Shade. 

On youder Hill. reſign'd my fleeting Breath, 

And own'd my Notions in the Face of Death, 

Freely refign'd when awful Fade did call, 

Bright was my Riſe, diſaſtrous was my Fall. 

So, ſome fair Morn in lovely Crimſon dreſt, 

Delights the World, and glieters in the Eaſt; 

The-tuneful Birds their chezriv} Mattins ung, 

Pearch on the Tree, or ftreich a bolder 

Wing: a 

But in few Hours tempeſtuous Clouds ariſe, 

And gath'ring Gloom ſhades all the low'ring 
Skies. 5 1203 

Fierce Lightning's flaſh, and dreadtul Ihunders 
roll, 

And Terrors ſpread round ev'ry diſtant Pole: 


Reſillleſs 
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Reſiſtleſs Storms deſpairing Navies rend, 
And ſhatter'd Fleets to watry Death deſcend. 


Tukx young Berinthus ſtarted in a Fright, 
And with the Duke there fled his Viſion, and 
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Halifax, with his Lite, and a true Copy of his 
laſt Will and Teſtament. pr. 55. 

4. Mr. Adaiſon's Poems on ſeveral Occafions, 
collected into one Volume. Adorn'd with 
Cuts. pr. F 5. 

5. Major Paci#'s Miſcellanies in Verſe and 
Proſe, the 2d Edition; with the Lite of Pom- 

onias Atticus, pr. 75. | 

6. The Poetical and Critical Works of the 
celebrated Monſieur Boileau, in 3 Volumes. 

. 

8 7. Mr. Creech's Tranſlation of the Iaylliums 
of Theocritus: To which is prefix'd, Rapin's 
Diſcourſe on Paſtorals. pr. 23. 64. 

8. The Works of Auacreon, Sapho, and Bi- 

ou, made Engliſh from the Greek by ſeveral Hands. 
EA. 

F 9. Poems on ſeveral Occafions, by Mr. Sew» 

ell. pr. 15. 6d. 


10. Eſther, 
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10. Eſther, Queen of Perſia, an Heroic Poems 
by J Henley, M. A. of St. John's College in 
Cambridge. pr. 15. 6 d. | 

11. Dr. Young's Poem on the LAST-DAY, 
adorn'd with Cuts. pr. 15. 

12. The Keſurrection, a Poem, by Mr. Ad- 
difun. Fee 6 d. 

13. 1he Force of Religion: Or, Vanquiſh'd 
Love. A Poem, in two Books, illuſtrated in 
the Hiſtory of the Lady Jane Gray: By Dr. 
Young. Adorn'd with Cuts. pr. 1 5. 

14. Muſcipula: Side Cambro uo Machia. 
Authore E. Holdſworth, e Coll. Mazd. Oxon. 
With a Tranſlation of it, by Mr. Jaiaz?! Cobb, 
late of Trinuy Coliege, Cambridge. pr. 1 5. 

15. The PAT C H: Ar Hecoi-Comical Po- 
em, in three Cantos, to which is added, the 
Welch Wedding, a Poem, by a Gentleman of 
Queen's College, Oxon, pr. 15. | 

16. Poems by Mr. John Philips, late Student 
of Chriſt Church College, Oxon. wit. The ſplen- 
did Shilling, Blenheim, Cyder, Sc. with his 
Life. By Mr. Sewell. pr. 4 f. in 8vo. 2 5. 64. 
I 12/20, 

I7. The Elzevir Miſcellany, conſiſting of 
Original Poems, Tranflations, and Imitations, 
by the moſt eminent Hands. pr. 15. 6 4. 

18. Shakeſpear's Poems compleat, in one Vo- 


lame; with Remarks upon his Plays. pr. 5. 


19. Boilea's Lutrin, an Heroi Comical Po- 
em, in ſix Cantos, adorn'd - vith Cuts. pr 1. 6a. 
20. The Loyal Mourner for the Beſt of Prin- 
ces; being a Collection of Poems, Sacred to 
the Pious and immortal Memory of (Queen 
ANNE : By Biſhop Smalridge, Dr. Adams, 
Dr. Tong, Mr. Tate, Ic. with a Character of her 
Majeſty by Dr. Marſhal, and her Effigies curiouſly 
| engraven 
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engraven from Sir Godfrey Kneller's Original 
Painting; publiſh'd by Mr. O/di/worrh, Price 
I 5. Gd. 

21, The Hoop- Petticoat, an Heroi-Comical 
Poem, in two Books; by Mr. Je Gay, the 
34 Edition. pr. 1 5. 


22. The Rape of the Smock, an Heroi-Comical 
Poem. pr. I». 


23. Boileau's Art of Poetry, in four Cantos, 
. 
24. Callipedia: Or, The Art of Getting 
beautiful Children ; an inſtructive Poem in four 
Books: Tranſlated by Mr. Kowe, c. Adorn'd 
With Cuts. pr. 15s. 64. 

25. Ovid in Maſquerade; being the Speeches 
of Ajax and Ulyſſes Burleſqued, from the 13th 
Book of his Metamorphoſes, By Mr. Foſeph 
Gay. pr. 1 5. | 

6 Dooms-Day ; Or, The Laſt Judgment: A 
Poem. By the Right Honourable the Earl of 
Sterliue: To which is prefix'd, Mr. Addiſon's 
Sentiments of this excellent Piece, in a Letter 
to the Editor, pr. 2 5. 

27. The Parſon's Daughter; a Tale; written 
for ay of pretty Girls with ſmall Fortunes, 

r. 6 4. 

. 28. Mr. Pope's Miſcellanies; Or, Court Po- 
ems: viz. The Baſſet- Table, The Draw ing- 
Room, The Toilet, The Hyde-Park Ramble, 
The Looking Glaſs, The Worms, a Satire, 
The firſt Plalm tranſlated for the Uſe of a 
young Lady, Sc. pr. I s. . 

29. The Art of Dreſs; a Poem: By Capt. 
Breval, late Fellow of Trinity College, Cam- 
bridge, the 2d Editio. pr. 1 5. e 


30. Mac 
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30. Mac Der mot; Or, the Iriſb Fortune- Hun- 
ter: An Heroi-Comical Poem, in {ſix Cantos, 
pf. 1 5. 


355 N a Poem: By Allan Ramſay. 
pr. 64. 

32. The Safferings of Chriſt ; an Heroic Po- 
em, in two Books. Made Exglif from the 
Latin Original of the celebrated Rapin: By Mr, 
Beckingham, pr. 1 5. 6 d. | 

33. Dies Noviſſima ; Or, The Laſt Epiphany: 
A Pindarick Ode, on Chriſt's Second Appea- 
rance to judge the World. By the Reverend 
Mr. John Pomſret, of Malden in Bedfordſhire, 
(Author of the Choice, a Poem) pr. 6 4. 

34 REASON: A Satire, occalioned by 
the 7rinitarian Controverſy, in the Year 1700. 
By Mr. Pomfret, pr. 6 d. 

35. Poetical Miſcellanies: By Samue] Jones, 
Gent. viz. Friendſhip, a Pizdarick Eſſay ; On 
the Death of a Gentleman and his Wife of 

; Whitby in Yorkſhire, who were both Born on 

| - the ſame Day of the Week, Month, and Year; 
4 Marry'd on the Day of their Birth; and, after 
þ having had twelve Children, Died in the 8ſt 

| Fear of their Age, on their Bicth Day, the 


. 


one not above five Hours before the other. Fa- 
bles in Imitation of Fontaine, The Force of 


* Love, The happy Life, Advice to the Ladies, 
On a Lady who carried Ten Thouſand Pounds 
5 to King Charles the Iſt. when Priſoner in the 


| | Ie of Wight, Cc. pr. 15. 

1 36. Beauty and Virtue; a Poem to the Me— 
4 mory of the Counteſs of Sunderland: By Mr. 
= Chute. pr. 6 d. 


| 37. Poems by the Earl of Surrey, and Sir 
1 Thomas M vat. pr. 2 5. 6 d. oh 


I 


